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the contrary, he had a pedometer in his pocket.    His steps and
pulse-beats were numbered and his life a torment.
This summer was the saddest we had ever spent or were to
spend together. Every excursion^ every attempt at distraction
was a failure. Grief and anxiety pursued us wherever we went.
Work was his one resource. He slaved at the "Lied von der
Erde" and the first drafts of the Ninth.
The first performance of the Seventh Symphony took place in
Prague in September. Mahler went ahead and I remained
behind to see to all the practical arrangements for our autumn
migration. There were many of Mahler's friends in Prague,
Neisser^ Berliner^ Gabrilowitsch,, and also several youthful
musicians^ Alban Berg3 Bodanzky, Keussler, Klemperer. They
all helped tom to revise the orchestration and to copy the parts.
Even at the final rehearsal he was" aware of lack of balance and
never ceased making alterations in the proofs as long as any
possibility of doing so remained. On all the various occasions
when his symphonies were performed for the first time, younger
musicians gathered round to give him their help^ as they did now.
I arrived in time for the last rehearsals; and as I was alone he
sent Berliner to meet me instead of coming himself^ which very
much alarmed me. I found him in bed; he was nervous and
unwell. His room was littered with orchestral parts3 for his
alterations were incessant in those days^ not of course in the
composition, but in the instrumentation. From the Fifth
onwards he found it impossible to satisfy himself; the Fifth was
differently orchestrated for practically every performance; the
Sixth and Seventh were continually in process of revision. It
was a phase. His self-assurance returned with the Eighth^ and
although "Das Lied von der Erde" is posthumous I cannot
imagine his altering a note in a work so economical in its means of
expression.
But now he was torn by doubts. He avoided the society of
his fellow musicians^ which as a rule he eagerly sought, and went
to bed immediately after dinner so as to save his energy for the
rehearsals. On one occasion Artur Bodanzky went up to his
room with hima aud I spent an hour or so with "die rest. He came
back with tears itx his eyes and said to me in an undertone: "I
shall never love any woman as I love Mahler/5
Mahler's health and spirits improved as the rehearsals ^ent on^
and his self-confidence rose.